“THAT THINGS ARE NO WORSE."|

From the time of our old Revolution,
‘When we threw off the yoke of the Hing,

Haa descended this phrase to remember,
To remember, to say, and to sing;

‘T'is o phraso that (s full of & leswon,
It oan comfort and warm iike o fire,

It oun ehoer us when days are tho darkest:
“That things are no worss, O, my Sire!"

*T'was King Georgn's Prima Minister said 1

To the King who had questioned, in henas,
What he meant by appointing Thanksgiving,

1n such times of i1l luck and defeal;
* What's the cause for your Day of Thankagiv-

ing,
Tell me, pray™ oried the King, in his ire}
Bald the Minister: *"T'his in the reason—
That things are no worse, O, my Bire ("

There has nothing come down in the story
Of the answor returned by the King;
But I think on his throne he sst silont,
And confesnad it & sensible thing,
For there s never a barden s0 heary
That it might not be heavier still;
Thete s never so bitter a sorrow
Thut the oup could not fuller fll,

And whatover of eare or of sadnoss
Our Ufe and our duties may bring,

Thoro {8 Always the couse for Thanksgiving
Whieh the Minister told to the King.

*"Tis & lesson to sing and remember;
It can eomfort ond warm like & fire,

Can choer us when days are the darkest—
“That things are no worso, 0, my Sire ("

—Iielen Jackaon (H. i), in Wide Awaka,

[Ori;

jrinal.)
A ROM IC EPISODE.

One Flirtation, One Thanksgiving,
One Wedding,

BY 6-5-20,

Bar Panrvom, Cmicaco, Oot, 6.—To the
Editor-in-Chier ©'=i'rrion, City.—Dear Bir: It
pains ma sxcesdingly to be obliged to incur
yuur displeasure in rogard to the next
clhapters of “Coming Eventa.,” But really
the days bhave grown so short, with work
ever on the increase—indeod, sometimes, I
think I shall drop either the office or my
literary aspirations sltogether. The former,
notwithstanding your kind assurances, I
am not prepared to do; the latter, [ can not;
80 there the days go by—frittered at both
ends, wasted in the middle, And then—
aud thon—doar Mr. Editor, lond me your
most sympathetic ear, if you have got such
& thing—I have a little romantic episode of
my own|

Hoping not to strain your kind temper
too far, 1 remain, Yours Resp.

“Tiarn."

By Parron, Cricigo, Oct. 18 —Editer
Criteriom, —Dear Bir: [ send you the prom-
Ised sheets, and hope to be “'on hand" with
the next,

Aha! Bo you really have a “sentimental
ear'' and want to know about my “roman-
ticep,” Well, I do not mind telling you,
we are euch great friends—though we have
never met. Besides, I know you are sucha
regular old mole you mever will disclose.
Besides, I have not s soul to tell, and I am
dying for sympathy. You see Dick Ray
and I had o regular fuss, night beforo last,
as to our favorite style of beauty; the sub-
ject being started by a question as to prof-
erence, in my new ‘‘Mental Autograph
Album." Bo pronounced was my eunthusi-
asm for that rare combination, “light hair
and dark eyes,” that Dick, whose unre-
lieved ravenness has never been able to
score & hit closer to the conter of my heart
thao “friendship," was somewhat startled,
aud I could see not a little nettled. One
word led to another, each one making me
but the mere loyul to what, true as fate,
doar mole, has never been more than an
ideal in my mind. Bo strong was the im-
pression left by the controversy that sleep
was not able to banish it. A hero of *light
hair and dark eyves" wandered with me
through dreamland, appesred in the suntit
rays which woke me; indeed, followed me
clear into the ofMce, whers overy thing, not
business snd clothes, are supposed to be
peremptorily “dropped.”

By noon, his ideslship was pretty well
banished, however, and I startad to lunch
at tha usual hour without him, till, coming
tn the corner of Wubash avenue and
Adams strect, the capers of a fractious
horse disturbed the symmetry of travel,
and 4 sudden huddle and halt of the “liv-
tiyr stream ' brought me foce to face with
as porfoct a type of poor Dick's rival as
eould possibly be met with in a day's
search,  Bueh remurkably fine brown ayes!
Ho deep set in shape, so liberal, kindly and
frank in expression, so charming im con-
trust with the hair, whose “lightness "
the rim of & vory stylish and becoming
Derby disclosed to be *whitencss," for
my materinlized ideal was an elderly, ports
Iy, hundsome gentleman, of the type only
to be met with on earth, I believe, in Parils,
New York and Chioago—a thoroughly
stylish, clean, healthy, business man !

The huddle of people, the sudden ap-
r(-uruuco. right before my eyes, of my
deal beautiful in man, recalling, as it did,
the ridiculous quarrel of the night before,
shockod me utterly out of all my usual
demureness, all my theories on the stbjoect
of stroet-conduct, all my self-control; I

FACE TO FACE,

smiled—one of my very best—steaight into
the middle of the brown eyes, which, I
need not assure you, were not at all behind
hind in & genuine response—with interest,
A momentary hesitution of expectancy,
refusal, regrot, a polite rnising of tho be-
coming Dorby, snd we had parted—my
lieal and I—for sye, and aye, and aye.
Alasl

You think Idid right, ne ¢'et pas 7

“Tianm."

8Sxy Parvtor, Cuicaco, Oct, 20, —Edilor
Criterion—Deur Bir: 1 am sorry to say, 1
point you with sheets
of “Coming Events."” Night before last I
alopt but two hours, last night was utterly
worthless, could do nothing rational in the
wily ¢f work—I am s0 disturbed aud un-

I

do you think happened Thursday!
Just about the same place and same time,
whom should I moet ugain, but my nice old
gontleman. Oh, but be is handsomo! with
such & look—more than & look—ihst makes

would be such a good, true friend—and oh,
my dearsir, 1 am so desolate of friends!
He was o n“nnhnlh.‘ 0 waa I, and
wi wo ships a4 sea, ae near as
wm:‘lvhkn:hm be with

great, big photograph-case standing w:z
out on the pavement, with its shelter, a

shade, and exouse, right on ita beautiful
face! Oh, why will people do that which
thoy know they will be sorry for! And
why will isanimate things conspire, in
timea of wnaknoas, to lead the doubter to-
wards regret! This apple of SBodom came
in my way st my weakest, bidding me
halt—just @ moment—look at the plctures,

I PEEKED,

and—peek! 1 halted—just s moment—
looked at the pictures, and—peelted! O hol
there was my ideal, turned square around,
looking after mae, stock still, umbrella over
his shoulder, the whitest of white hand-
kerchiefs in his hand! Of course he ox-
pected me to do some such graceless thing,
and here I, poor silly goose, walked right
into the trap,

The storm of anger, mortification and
self-blame, ended, as storms usually do, in
ocopious rain; and you may depend that
never again will I get caught in such a
shameful munner. Oh, shame upon me!
Never! What would the dear prim little
aunt, way back in the prim little church-
yard, of the primest town in all of prim old
Connectlout, say, could she know that I, to
whom her last words were of caution and
advice on socount of my ‘‘looks," should
hers, in the nobbleat city of the whole wild
West, be caught, {n the public street, flirt-
ing with a materialized ideal! “Trogr.”

Bry Pamion, Oct, 37.—FEditor Crilerion.—
Dear Bir: You see I have been quite indus-
trious. I send yvou advance sheots this
tima, You will say my humiliating lesson
did me good. Bo it did. 1 have since fre-
quently met “my nice old gentleman." He
seems to understand that I am no common
flirt. He passes in respectful snd unex-
pectant manner, that is not indifference,
but which Inorenses my intorest in him ten-
fold for its manliness, One look, one word
of intrusion or familiavity, arter he sawe il
war confrary fo my comscience, weuld have
settled the matter. All  interest in him
would bave died on the spot. I loathe un
old slop! He is all that is manly, self-con-
trolled and geotlemanly—I do believe, my
dear, sympathizing mole, that I am more
than half in love with light hair, dark eyes,
fifty years and two hundred pounds!

“Traen,"

Bxr Pariom, Nov. 8.—Fditor (riterion.—
Dear Bir; Isend you the next four chap-
ters. Yon will say I must be going to die,
I am so good,

Oue more epiande in my romance, which
I write with teavs In my eyes, Last night
I was standing at the corner of Washing-
ton and Btate strects waiting for the car.
You know what an excessively sloppy,
nasty night it was, and what a tesk it is to
reach the cable at that hour, through such
a jangle of every thing, and the mud, too. 1
was feeling partioularly cross and uncom-
fortable, The rain was playing havoe with
my pretty little rough suit, as the mud
would with my neat shoes. I must huve
looked mad, I felt so—not daring to go on,
not daring to wait, lest the rain should in-
croase; when, with s great throb, that sent
a new supply of blood, hope, couruge and
delight to every vein in my body, my beart
saw, voming straight towards me, my dear
old gentleman, with his certain, griacious
manner, and his ruised umbrella, which,
with & respectful but flrm *permit me,” he
hold struight over the damp little turban,
and, gently taking my wrm, escorted me,
through all the “jungle of every thing," w
the cur steps, But the bustle was not too
great, nor the way too short nor difficult,
to prevent his expressing, in—oh, such
well-bred and mew tones—how much he
would like the pleasure of my acquaintance,
and nught he not hope some time, before
very long, to call upon me at my home—
mixht he not heve my address to-night,

nd of course—of course-—why of course
—I could not lot him, AL! but you can not
know how Ialmost choked us I told him
80, Oh! deur, can you think, I was so deso
Iante, and I inew he was good and true.

“0Ob, my dear sir,” Isaid, *itis indeed
impossible. Indeed, indeed, it is not that 1
have any objections to you, your own self,
but, don't you see, If T let you—there is no
—reason—why I—should—not let—anybody
—at least, there is — nothing to prevent—
your—thinking—I—would — and" —I could
say no mora. I fancy he heard the great
s0b underneath, for 1n tones so low, not
oven the little rain drops fulling about us
ocould hear, he stooped und said, oh, 8o car-
nestly : “ God bless and take care of you,
my dear good little girl!™ then stooping
still lower, he kissed my hand, as respect-
fully as if I had been some great lady, and
we were standiLg on the ball-room Hloor of
some clogant home, The rain drops which
aplashied on the hard alligator side of my
little sachel must have been cold on one
side and wurmm on the other; cold for re
gret at the happiness I had thrown, will-
fully, over my shoulder, warm with the in-
tense thrills of delight which any woman
nlwuys foels at receiving the well-carned
respect of s thoroughly manly man,

“Tiaen"

By Panror, Nov. 10, — Editor Criterion.
—Dear Bir; Isend you a fow moro pages.
I fear that I must bring “Coming Events"
10 @ more sbrupt conclusion than I hud in-
tended. It, or something, is wearing on
me perceptibly. 1 can neithor sleep nor
cut, I shall make it up to you later.

Thanks for your kind personal interest,
and your sympathy in iy little romapoe,
and desire for “more.” I must tell you.
The restaurant wus awfully crowded yes-
terday, s it plways is Baturdays. Ihad a
very pleasant seat, however, with & vacunt
chair beside me, which the kind waiter al-
wuys lets me have to hold my sachel and
parcels. I went to writing as usual—most
of “Coming Events" was begotten between
“orders"” —and so interested was I in Chap-
ter 13, inclosed, that 1 did not notice the
wiiter coming my way, till, with & mur-
mured “pardon,” he removed my things
and pluced the newcomoer therein, 8o ab-
sorbed was [ that I never looked up, till the
waiter's return, when, whoin should 1 find
sitting by my side, but *“Aim/" And there
lay your “noto-heads" large aa life, with
your grandiloguent nams tastefully scroll-
bound in full,-en the left-hané corner—
M. L. De Verno, Editar-inchief, Criterion.

What il he had seen it! Oh, what if he
had, and was even now mentally denounc-

Bt Panvom, Nov. 17.—Fdifer Criterion.—
Dear Bir: I must disappoint you this weel.
1 bave been very Ill. The doctor Inaists
upon perfect rest. Ishall try to send you
some pages Thursday. “Tioen"

Bxr Panvton, Nov. 38.—<Editor Crilerion.—
Dear Bir: 1 sond you the promised sheets,
I ami much better. Thoe most exciting
“eplsode' of all occourred a day or two
after I sent my last ‘“installment.” I was
fealing unu blue, No doubt the effect
of being sick weak. Then the Thanks-
giving season approaching, the sad past
and lonely present came as never before so
painfully to my mind. I could not bear
the thoughtof the joyous anniversary, nor
the hosts of happy, thankful to who
would enjoy its pleasures. What had I o
be thankful for! Life! Bo had the mol-
lusks, and sponges, and corals of the great
deep, who kmew no cause. I had worked
hardor, enjoyed less, and suffered more
than any ono similarly situated, whom I
chanced toknow, Well, anyway, I decided
to stay away from the restaursnt that day
and arrange my own small bill of fare as
nearly as ponsible in sccord with the day.
I had once taken home séme cranberries,
just because they were so pretty and din.
ner-like, and, as an experiment, had stewed
them over my little gas-heater, and made
most delicious sauce. I could do so again,
This, with some turkey taken from the res-
taurant, rolls from my favorite bakery,
and s box of candy, would furnish me a
meal fit for & queen—if she were a happy
one—at one-half the cost of a similar one
prepared by ‘stranger hands.” The bal-
ance I would inclose in an envelope to the
little errand-boy who was accustomed to
bring errands to our office from B. 8. &
Co.,, whose wan face and pleasant smile
tad touched my heart, and who was the
ouly person I knew that I frlt justified in
pitying.

It waa late when I reached “down town,"
snd after gotting my few errands, 1 was
weak and trembling, and I sat in G—s &
Co.’s to walt for the car, While I ,‘jotted
down & notion" the car-bell startled me,
and I jumped up hastily, gathering my ef-
fecta—rolls, chiclren, cranberries and the
Pupur which I erumpled back in my hand as

ran. I had almost reached the step, when
by some mis-sight, the conductor rang the
bell. The next I knew I was rolling over
and over, and over, in the doubtful smow
and slush, skirts {n mid-air, hat rolling
under the wheels and the unfortunate cran-
berries dripping through a hole in thelr
bag, proclaiming in balls of crimson guilt
my mortifying story to conductor, pas-
sengors, passers-by, and, horrorof horrors!
my dear old gentleman!!! For he it was
whose strong arm righted me, as though 1
had slipped in the most simple and grace-
ful manner possible, leading me to a seat in

THE DEAR LITTLE DAISY,

the car, as though we were returning from
o picnie—brushing down the mud and
snow-striped “rough suit," as though
brushing a butterfly from a lawn-tennis
costume, and seating himself beside me, as
though he had been my escort since the
morning. 1did not need to look for my
bundles, there they all were, close beside
him, minus the luckless cranberries,

“You must allow me to see you safoly to
your home," he said. *You are too weakly
to be trusted alone.” Whatever more he
said waus neither heard nor replied tog 1
could neither hear nor see, nor understand,
After sccing me safely deposited in the
musty fittle parlor, he added: “Now"—
but I never heard the rest, for a sensaless
heup was all that was left of me, ten sec-
onds after I touched the little lounge.

And the next voice I heard was the doo-
tor's, and & very striotly professional volce
it was, after the dear tender tones that had
sent me tosleep!

CONTINUATION FROM PRIVATS DIARY.

And so [ spent Thanksgiving Day in bed,
and four days after. The fifth duy & sec-
ond form followed the doctor's into the
parlor—which I had, for the fu.* tims,
reached agoin—and shed its *light hair and
dark eyes" upon the face of the little mirror
which had reflected Dick's sogry glances,
the evening of our discussion of that fate-
[ul subject,

The doctor stald only long enongh to feel
my pulse, change my medicine and intro-
duce me to his old friend and fellow-citizen,
Oh, kindy earth, open and swallow me
up! ! ! Ye, snows, fall in heaps and bury
me from sight! ! | Oh, sun, cesse your
cruel shining, and let a merciful darkness
enshroud my orushed, humilinting self! ! !
for the doctor introduced me to—M. L. De-
Verne, editor-in-chief Criterion, city, who
for the last eight weeks had been re-
ceilving, in the private box of his editor-in-
chisfship, the twin romances of “Coming
Events® and my own dearly-bought story
of self-proclaimed love and devotion for the
“dear old molo, who would not disclose,"
asnd with whom my identification dated from
that day when the brown eyes rested io-
differently on the awning of the rival res-
taurant scross the way a/ffer they had de-
liciously twinkled over their owner's name
tastafully scroll-bound om the left-hand
corner of the Crilerion note-head, so ac-
commodatingly displayed to his gaze.

“My dear old gentloman," indeed! ‘8o
handsome, so stylish and so clean,” “How
I longed to kmow him 1" “How 1 lnufed to
serve with hands of love, the dainty dinner
brought by struager hands!” Ob, you bad
little dalsy, what made you tell!

The scalding tears of shame burst from
my eyes. | made s dash for the doer, but
8 geatle, firm hold was on my wrist, gentle
firm tones in my ear, and the ‘“whitestof
white handkerchiefs” wiping the tears
from my oyes!

Before goulng, I promised to lﬁh:ln ©come
Ll

and dine with ma thut ey

!-5 fow days later was the follow-
t

—To the the Oré-
w1oac0, Dee. 1. Officers of v
Inclosed please find chapters of
“Coming Events."

I beg to mdd that in view of acoming
event which did not cast {ts shadow at their
commencement, I herewith, by order of

r editor-n-chief, tender you releass
contract bbdln'!u

in literary relations through the year
With ever-living hopes for the success of

our excellent magazine, I mllla
4 Yours very resp., “Tionn*

—

—0
HUNTING FOR AN HEIR.

An Humble Rhode Island Weaver and His
Immense Fortane.
[(Providence (R. L) 8pecial.]

All ths mills in this State are being vis-
ited by Adolphe Balashe and Jobn E.
Girard, of Cherbourg, France, who are
hunting for Edonard Marie Recamier, who
is the heir to a large fortune in France. If
now alive he s an old man, and he is be-
lioved to have followed the trade of &
weaver all bhis life

The mon who are searching for him say

that during the First Empire, and when
Mme, Recamior was & noted belle, a noar
rolative of hers, and hoir to large eatates,
deserted his famlily and entered the navy
as asallor under an mssumed name, He
was but & mere lad. He was placed on
board the brig Pomme d'Or, which saw
considerable service in Napoleon's relgn.
Young Recamier was unsuibed to his po-
sition, and ba soon gained the ill-will of
bis mesamntes and his superior officers
Accustomed to & life of ease and luxury,be |
found living on board ship before the mast
as & common sallor very disagresabls, and
be was often disciplined for disobeying
orders. Ayoung Lisutenant complained
of him often, and finally succeeded In hav-
Ing bim triced up to the breach of a gun,
where he was flogged. The Lisutenant
little realised who the young man was, bub
the latter knew him. at once became
a sworn enemy of the empire. While the
ship was at New Orlonns he deserted her,
and, coming North, he fell in love with s
French girl near Boston and made her his
wife. The girl was an operative in & cot-
ton mill, and she supported her husband,
Achild was born, and soon after shis
event Recamier deserted them both.
‘Whan the First Empire wans overthrown
he returned to France and assisted in the
guillotining of the Lieutenant who had hu-
miliated him on board ship. While in
France he paid court to a lady of rank, &
relative, it is said, of Mme. Roland, and he
concealed his American marriage. The
lady's name was Mllee Arot, and
she soon married Recamier., Beven chil-
dren were born. Mr. and Mrs, Recamier
died about fifty years ago. Ten years afi-
or their death their children, who had
come into possession of their property,
discovered a paper among their effecta
which disclosed the fact of the first mar-
riage, which, of courss, made the second
marriage illegal. It was learned from the
paper that Recamier bad made some ef-
fortato discover his firat wife and hor
child, in order that he might, in & mess-
ure, atone for the wrong which he had
dons. The heirs by the second marviage
agread to destroy the paper and divide the
property among them.

The paper was destroyed, and for forty
years the estates have been in thelr hands.
But the secret conld not be kept. An in-
ovitable quarrel took place, and one of
the heirs, now rich from other souroes,
disclosed the scandal for revenge, and of-
fers to give up his portion of the inher-
itance, knowing that the others will be
ruined when they are obliged to follow
hisexample, A reward of twenty thou,
sand francs was offered for the discovery
of the child by the American marriage,
who is Recamier’s first born and heir to his
estates. Messra, Girard and Balashe are
in earnest, and will leave no stone un-
turned to find the mising beir.

e =l —— =
A BTUDY IN HICKORY.

Something About the Best Nut Produced
by the North Amerioan Forests.
[Popular Sclence Monthly.] .
Itis & favorite pastime of our country
population during the long winter even-
fnge to gather round the fire and crack
sad eat bickory-nuts. It is an amusement,
too, peculiarly American, and for the sim-
ple reason that in this country alone are
the nuts to be had in sny abundance. Per-
hape, where almonds or English walnuts
are oqually common, cracking hickory-
nuts Is superseded by s resort to these
other frults, They, however, are much
easler to open than the hickory-nmt, and
with thinner shells are readily eracked at
the table. But in America, in thees dis-
tricts where the peanut doesa noé take the
place of other muts, the cracking of the
hickory still continues. Whether {t
be the pecan of Texas and Nlincis, or the
shell-bark or mooker-nut of the Centsral or
Eastern Btates, the amusement is the
wame. They are the best nuts the forests
of North America produce, and some of
them are shought to be superior in flaver
to the much-esteemed English walaut
Year aftor yearbave hundredsand thou-
sands of bushels of the shell-barks, the
hickory-nuts par excelence, besn gathered
in various parts of the co . Among
these, few can bave failed to noties the
many diferences they presont. Bome are
small and pearly round; some are long,
narrow and angular; some have thick
shells, and some thin ones, as any one who
has cracked his ingers along with the shell
can bear witnoss,
According to evolutionary deetrines,
variability in an (mportant feature is an
indication either of a low state of develop-
ment, or that the organism {s in = state of
advancement Various facts show the lat-
ter to be the case with the shell-bark hick-
ory. The first stages of the onward march
must be sought fur back in prehistorio
times, for it boasts an snclest if notan
bonorod lineage. Before she balry mam-
moth roamed the forests of the Ohio val-
ley: before the soil of Louisiana was yet
above the ocean's waturs; befure the Ohlo
had hecome tributary to the mighty Mis-
sissippi; before even the Roocky mountain
range had been elovated above the waste
of walers, the ancestory of this hickory

fourished in the land.
it Bl

Frightened to Death.
[Burdeits, in Brooklyn Eaxle.]
Kever frighten children. A man

i
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THE INDUSTRIAL WORLD

—Forty-two new loe factorion have
been startod in the Bouth during the
nine months,

_w:.}lo.’l.hl . has nwu ily de
oranse a nal n
This |mo:f 'I'%wour.l’!t has m
healthy revival. —N. Y. Sun.

—A grape-grower in the Alleghen
valloy, hlug?mla. clalma t:' ha'r{
raleod eightesn thousand pounds of
grapes from five acres of ground this

ear.
g —The yleld of wheat thua year on
the sagebrush lands of N that
were consldered worthleas for ul-

ture, has averaged fifteen bushels to
the scre.

—China Is nning to yleld to the
popular nppa:l’gl for Eldn’g-llnl exhibl-
tions. An international exposition Is
contemplated to be held at Shanghal
in 1888,

—Minneapolis mills can make over
88,000 barrels of fAour a day. Kept
running all the time, they would far-
nish bread tor one-fourth of thmpll
of the United States.—Chicago e

*—At the factory in Aungusta, Ga., it
has been no uncommon thing for an
ave of sevonty-five men to be ab-
sent daily. They quit work when they
felt like ft and resumed at will,

—A man named Parker has invented
a plan for sawing off trees closa to the

vound. Where there are no wind
shakes this, it would scem. must save
a good deal ot valuable lnmbor, —Troy

mes,

—Russia is going to have & railroad
tunnel three miles long. at a ocost of
$3,500,000. Bhe has 15,000 miles of
railway, but hor only tunnel is 700

rds ng. More great works of this
{?nd are contemplatod, and as Russian
engineers are ignorant of tunnel-mak-
ing, there s & demand for foreign skill.

—Millions of washboards are made
and sold in the United States eve
year, and at least 7,200,000 are sol

arly between the Allegheny Moun-
Elm and the Missour| river. There
are two factories in Cleveland which
turn out 200 dozen washboards a day,
one in Toledo which turns out
dozen daily, and two in8t. Lonis which
turn oat over a million & year. — Chioa-
go Tribune.

—It is claimed that in the production
of cherry lumber MoKean County, Pa.,
leads all the counties in the State and
is second to Lycoming only in the man-
ufacture of lumber of all kinds. There
are forty-three saw-mills in the county,
and they cut 100,000 feet of hemlook
lumber annually. Three hundred and
Pny-thm thousand dollars are pald

n wages in manufacturing this lum-
ber.— Pittsdburgh Post.

—Miss Tammie Curtis, daughter of
Jacob Curtis of Monros, Me., distin-
guished herself during the last hayin
season as the champion mower an
horse-raker. *She has driven the
mowin‘; machine to cut twenty-five
tons of hay, and the horse-rake to rake
the same,” says the Belfast dge, 'and,
as her physical organization called for
more exercise, she cheerfully pitched
the hay one way, aund stowed away the
same in the barn. Mr. Curtis says he
has not got his hay in in any better
shape for many years, and in faot his
field never was moved so well befors."
—N. Y. Post,

R o

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

—BShakespeare was not & broker; but
does anyone kunow of another man who
has furnished so many stock quotations?
N. Y. Telegram.

—Misery loves company and com-
pany ua;l’m the zoodp housekeeper a

od deal of misery too, when she

asn't anything cooked in the house.—
Someruville Journal.

—*Keep your temper, my dear sir,”
said an old judge to an irritable youn
Iawyer; **keep your temper—It is wor
a great deal more to you than to any~
body else,"’

—It has been remarked that the

outh who wears the tallest collar and

carries the largest stick wears the
smallest hat; but why it ls nobody
suems to know.— Philadelphia Call,

~--It is in vain for you to deny it.
Here ars three witneases who saw you
commit the deed. FPrisoner — Only
three? And pray what are three out
of a population of 56,000,000.— The

—+“My dear," said a mother annoyed
at some incautious remarks of her little
girl, “why can’t you keep a secret?"’
“Becauss,'’ sald Little Mischief, de-
murely, “two of my front teeth are
gone, mamma."

—The SBunday Herald has an article
on “A Girl's m—How to Make It
Attractive®’ But the article misses
the best amswer to its own question,
to-wit: Putthe girl in theroom.—Low-
oll Courier.,

—It has been revealed that when
Danisl Webster got stuck for a word
he ured to rub his nose with his finger.
This is profoundly interesting, but not
strange, Now, If he had rabbed his
noae with his heel or even his elbow—
but the subject is getting too deep.—
Philadelphia Call,

—Boston has a young man with two
hearts. It is lu;:roud “they beat ae
one."’ Shouli:l c‘lli. ivide :ls hearts with
two ng ladies, we don't suppose
eil’.hny‘:l! the latter would be ntﬁﬂ«l.
They would call him a heartless
wretoh, despite his surplus of cardiac
organ.—Boston Posl.

—=(jeorge," she murmured fondly,
“do you believe In supporting a mo-
A S M

ve in a
as little as lpoa.n: m& younm'“
0, 1 don't know, only | thought may-
be if you didn’t you would have turned
down the gas."" —New Haven News.

—Caller—*Yon are sure Mrs. De
Bangs is not at home?"' Maid—*Yis,
ma'sm.'" Caller—*1'm very sorry; 1
wanted to interest her in the &:lu{nty
for the Amelioration of the Wrongs of
Sarvants, and shall not have time to

Maid (with sudden inter-

enll in.'

in | e8t)—*Wait a minute, ma'sea, and I'll

Trenton, whose fourteen-year-old boy gos | thry her sgain,"— Tid. Bils,

to staying out t0o late nights, but s black | —Mr. Doubledollar—*0, Min.
mask on his face, bid in & dark alley and | nie is very mccomplished. y, she
jumped out at his son with & foarful yell

sings in French, Italian and Spanish.’’
Mr. De Smythe—*'Yos, that is
nice; but 1 should think she w

learn some of those pretsy little Ea-
lish songs that are so now-a-
[ . Doubl -— “Why,
that's an lish she's lhﬂni
now."" Mr. Smythe—**
thought it was Freach, Italian and
h."'—Life.

—Pretty gl

' it to
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Fresh Moats of AllKinds

OF THE BEST QUALITY,
At Very Lowest Pricesl!

FRESH BOLOGNA

GIVE ME A CALL.
CINCINNATI

WABHINOTON
a BALTIMORE

RAILROAD.
NOW RUNNING

PALACE SLEEPING CARS'

Through Without Change,

OVER 178 OWN NEW LINE TO

ELPEIA

Washington and Baltimore,

DIRECT CONNROTIONS FOR ALL POINTS

EAST AND SOUTHEAST.

The Favorite Short Line

Cincinnanti, Indianapolis,

(Jneen & Crescent Route

(Claeinust! Southorn Baflway)

The Short, Quick and Favorite Line
—T0—
FLORIDA,
NEW ORLEANS
: AND TEXAS,
. Resching all the PRINCIPAL POINTS

South, Southeast and Southwest

Double Daily Service of Express Trains
—wrra—
Firnt and Recond
Tieron Bondest et s
Pulimas’s Finest P

Speed, Comfort and Convenlence

Ty T W
CINCINNATL.

_TO FAMILIES
L O I

81, Louis,  Chicago,
Kansas City, Omaha.

connsotions
Depouv:'ﬁ e Groat Through Lines

West, Northwest and Seuthwest

Bar- Avold ciroul
sitate delays
ledging and menls

PALACE SLEEPING CARS
THROUGH TO

St. T.OUIS

LoweftRate, Quickest Time and
Best Accommodations.

Teaing Loave Hilishore T:10 A, M., 3:20 P. M.
For furthur informstion and the best

. hich meces-
and extra expense in

Agent C. W & B. R. R.
Hivranomo.
or to

E. E. PATTON,Trav. Pann Ag't, Chillicothe, 0.

J. H. BTEWART, W. B, KING,
Gen'l| Manager, Ass't G.P.A.,Ofucinnsti.

ALL THE PATENT MED]I-
CINES ADVERTISED IN
THISPAPER ARE EORSALE
BY SBEYBERT & €0., DRUG-
GISTS, HILLSBRORO, OHIO. -

FARM IMPLENENTS S

“DICK'S " FAMOUS FEED CUTTER,

| gt cpfted

e
o I S

E.F. HARMEYER
EEDS

NNATL @HI0.

FREE OF CHARGE,
HOUSENOLD SUPPLIES, STAPLE ARD FINE,
g:‘muﬁ m?“ LiqUoRS AND CIoARS,
“@ﬂqwﬁﬂa‘ m’ii“g Y8
n"m all ndu o8, by !
JOSEPH R. PEEBLES' SONS,:

GROCERS,

Plke's Otucinmatl, o.:
..s

= ;
..:;"":.TM@ E.a;:
Sy e

SCHOOL EXAMINERS.
Examinersof

NEWSPAPER
Advertising, 45 to

# Randolph Bt., Chicago, keep Lhis paperoa fie

s et ADVERTISERS.

DICK'S
FEED CUTTER.

“ BUCKEYE " NORSE POWER and FEED MILL, Combined,
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